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WELL, CHUCK, DIP] 
VOL) ANP ANDRE 
LEARN ANYTHING 
ABOUT THIS MAN 
CAIRN?... THIS' 
EVIL POWER 
GRABBER?, 



YES, BIACXHAWK.' 
HE'S IMMENSELY 

WEALTHY, OWNS 
CONTROL OF MANY 

BIG BUSINESS 
HOUSES IN 

ALL COUNTRIES/ 



BUT HE DOES "NOT 
RISK Z£ LAWS OF 
BIG GOVERNMENTS.' 

' HE KEEPS HIS 
HEAPQUART6RS 
CASTLE IN ZE 
TINY NATION Of 

.MOUNT 7ERRO.' 



A LITTLE \ 
PLACE LIKE ] 

THAT IS EASY 4 

FOR SOMEONE 

WITH MONEY AMP 

POWER TO RULE, 

EH? WELl.WHATS 

HIS ANGLE' 



HE KNOWS THE 
WORLD IS SICK 
OP WAR AND . 
TROUBLE.' HE 
PRETENDS TO 
BE FRIENPLY, 
HELPING HERE 
ANP THERE WITH, 
MONEY OR 
ADVICE.' 



HE IS GETTING 
POWER OVER 
OFFICIALS ANP 
MERCHANTS/ HE 
RULES WITH AN 
IRON HANP.'„.HIS 
FORTUNE CANNOT 
BE CH ALLEN GEp/ 



(7 



© 



wrwi) 




THE WORST KINP OF RULER-> 
GREEDY, CRUEL, HEARTLESS.' 
CAIRN- THE CONSPIRATOR/ 
GET OUT MY PLANE.... 
I'M GOING TO MOUNT 
2ERRO.' 
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SOU KNOW WHY . 
IMREPYOU--/ 
NOW I HAVE A 
JOB FOR YOU 
TO PERFORM.' 
BtACKHAWK—j 



A short time later- at a 
hotel near Cairn's Castle... 
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ESfSXHX Y 1 ASKEP YOU HERE 
SAY THAT? I-iLfORA SHOWPOWfl.' 
CAME HERE AT ^VVOU COULDN'T 
YOUR SUGGESTION /REFUSE AFTER 

TO /MAKE ♦. f'YOURMJRPCROUS 

PEACE/ >/ VSCHEME FAILEP/ 




BY COMING HERE ANP 
OFFERING APOLOtfJES, I've 
'SHOWN THAT I'M A PEACEFUL, 
DECENT PERSON.' I HOPE 
YOU'LL COME TO VISIT ME 
WHEN YOU'RE L£SS HEATER.' 
GOOD AFTERNOON/ 



VOT POES THIS \/ PON'T LET HIM FOOL YOU, 
MEAH, BLACMAWX7] HENDRICRSON.' HE'S BEING 
THAT CAN'T BE THE A VERY CLEYEZ! — ANP HE 
CRUEL, CUEVER / V HOPES TO BE VERY 
CAIRN/ >W ^ r CRUEL / 
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HE'S PROVED TO HIS OWN 
SATISFACTION THAT I HAVE A 
WEAKNESS - I WONT KILL 
WITHOUT BEING FOUGHT! 
HE PRETENDED TO BE 
SORRY, SO I WOULD 

LOOK SILLY , ^i iuwitco vnu 

PKPOSINS I s INVITEP YOU 
HlS ' y AOHEESCASTLE? 
DOES EET/WEAN 
FRIENDSHIP- 
OR TRICKERY. 7 



BUT HE 



^1 



^ 



<<2£ 



THAT'S WHAT 
TM GOING TO FIND 
OUT.' I EXPECT 
THE LATTER I ^ poNT 

GO WITHOUT US, 
BLACKHMK! 



I /M/57; STANISLAUS/ 
HE WONT EXPOSE 
HIS HAND UNLESS 
i I GO ALONE/ 



BUT- 



-^' 



fk 



THERE HE GOES, BUTTING 
WTO THE HEART OF CAIRN'S 
SECRET TRAP.' AND WE'RE 
HELPLESS TO FOULOW 
HIM OR BACK 
HWM UP.' 



BUT 

I HAVEZE 

PLAN.' 

LISTEN- 



« 



"V 






>i 



At the gate to Castle Cairn. 



Jk. 



* 



i'm 

BlACKHAWk! 

CAIRN INVITED 

ME HERE/ 



HE 

EXPECTS 

YOU.' COA<E 

IN AND HEAP 

UPWARD/ 



J" 



' YOU ARE \CAIRN KEEPS 
3LACKHAWK7 J HIMSELF 
TAKE THIS / PRETTY WELL 
ELEVATOR/ A. PROTECTEP.' 



r 
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YOU SPEND A "^ 
LOT OF TIME 
TRYING TO READ 
MY CHARACTER 
CAIRN/ 




NOW, IF YOU WTENP 

TO KILL ME OR MOLP 

ME PRISONER— 



OH, THAT >J 
WOULDNT PO/ 
YOUR FRIENDS 
MIGHT ASK S 

EMBARRASS/NC 
QUE5T/OWS/ 




THE ONLY OTHER 
ALTERNATIVE * TO, 



AMD THAT'S 
'EXACTLY WHAT 



LET ME GO 
AGAIN.' 



I PLAN TO VO! 
I'LL SEND YOU JACK 
TO YOUR MOB OP 
MEPPLEKS-.WIW 
SOMETHING TO 
SHARE AMONG 
THEM! 



I'VE WAP6 MANY 
INTERESTING STUP1ES-AM0NG 
THEM. CONTAGIOUS POISON.' j 
I'M GOIMG TO INOCULATE YOU 
WITH SOMETHING THAT WILL 
K ILL YOU WITHIN THE HOUR A 
■MV YOUR FRIENDS , 

with you: 



5**^ 



I 



'CONTAGIOUS POISON? SOME-^ 
THING SO STRONG THAT IT WILL , 
KILL EVEN THOSE WHO COMB * 
HEAR THE VICTIM? SCIENCE 
VOESHT APMIT SUCH 
A THING/ 




BECAUSE SCIENCE 
POESNT KNOW ABOUT IT- 
YET/ I NAVE SPENT MY 
OWN MONEY AND EMPLOYED 
EXPERTS IN RESEARCH'S NOW 
I SHAH USE MY DISCOVERY 
FDR MY OWN 
PURPOSES/ 
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fCTm 



PLANNED— \J 
iES! AND I'LL 
VO (T BEFORE 

ANYONE 
PREVENTS MB! 





ONCE THIS WORKS INTO 
YOUR WOOD, YOUR BREATH 
WILL POISON ALL WHO COME 
NEAR.' WE'LL RUSH YOU 
BACK AND DROP YOU 
AMONG THOSE 
OTHER -- 





VOUARE ^> 
SURRRISE', H07 
EET EES SIMPLE/ 

WE CAME IM AN <4 
AUTOGYRO/ CHUCK > 
HOLDS IT OVERHEAP 
WHILE ME COME 
POWN ZE ROPE/ 
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UP THERE/ "\ 
OPEN FIRE/. 

TH 
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ALL BUT BIACKHAWK/ 
HE RAN BEYOND 
Z£ STAIRS/ 




BLACKHAWK 
NOT HURT/ I 
SEE HIM ON 

OTHER SIPE 
OP FIRE/ 



' J v 




sceey to miss t| 

THE FIGHT- IT 

SOUNPEP LIKE 

A SOOPONE/ 

IS EVERYBOPY 

HERE? 




J& 



^j 



jfSO YOU THINK YOU'VE ESCAPED 
THE FIRE.' BUT YOU'RE WRONG/ I'LL 
THROW YOU BACK IN THERE.' THIS 
WILL BE THE FINISH FOR YOU, 
BLACKHAWKf 



I 
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POISON'S A COWARDLY WEAPON.' V MOCKERY 
WHY NOT THROW THAT THING AWAY 
AND MAKE YOUR LAST PI5HT 
A FAIR ONE 

" 
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YOU SAY CAIRN EES VI V°"' T WANT TO TALk: AB01JT 

PEAP, BLACKHAWK ? ) IT, ANDRE - NOT EVEN THINK 

HOW DEEP HE J ABOUT IT NOW.' IT'S ENOUGH 

PIET /~"\\ > THAT HE AND HIS WORKS ARE 

FINISHED.' LET'S GET TO 

OUR OWN PLANES/.^ 



As they fly home, a burning castle 
lights the Bfeckhawks on their -way/ 
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S * v- of gt«ed and fear fe 



? rc 




HERE, BUDDY, 
HOLD DISGUN UNTIL 
SOMEBODY COMES ALONG.' 
PIS IS PART OP A 
BROADCAST ANP WE'RE 3 
PLAYIN' GST IT OR 
GIT! 



Ska 



»gewp*^ v 
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A 



SC0& 

BROADCASTING 
COMPANY 



OH. BOY, WILL 

I? GOSH, THIS IS 

SOMETHING 

I'LL NEVER 

FORGET/ 



,\ 



© 



\V 



MY CRATE TONIGHT/ V-aT^ if mS,^ vof / 



COOKING . 



FROUC.' YOb i 

KNOW -ALL THE OLO 
JALOPIES ARE GETTING 
TOGETHER FOR A TRIP 

INOIAN FALLS 



^ 



Y HI, MVRNA, HERE'S GOOD NEWS/ 
JOE TURNER HAS TO WORK TONIGHT, 
SO HE'S LETTING ME TAKE HIS CAR/ 
HV." ABOUT 



A: 



^ 



V. 



K 



x 



^ 



> 



lca,/ft £)'v* 
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IF I COtilO ISKP CHOWPERHEAP BU5V 
FOR HALF f i HOUR, *P SET THE 
INSIPE irat* WITH MYRNA' tV 
FIX THAT CRATE SO IT WOULDN'T 
fcUtJ. EXCEPT IT BELONGS 





MODERN COMICS 

1/ THIS "POSTER 
SHOULD POIHE 
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^ e ! 



T'S 

EZRA. 




TELL MB WHAT \[S5aB THE DAME, MAC M 

DID you no? y v *— 7 GUVS GUN 

MOLL/ 




let me go.vou xoh, no, you domt.' i've 
idiot: I'll have ) got you and i dont 
you broken r-/care ip you're the 
for this.' y/mayor's brother-in-law/ 

i YOU'RE GOING TO GET 
THE WORKS.' 



I 



v- 



0. 



'C 



YOU NINCOMPOOP, LET THAT MAN GO/ HES' 
THE NEW CUIEP INSPECTOR FOR THE £|S 

Company! and besides, «••» "" 
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later, as peace finally 
settles over fhe scene.... 



THAT CREEP PEAW 
SUKE TOOK A FAST 
POWPEIZ.' I 
WONPER WHY? 




WHAT I CAN'T FIGURE OUT IS— 
HEY. THIS GUVS MUSTACHE 
ANP EYEB R0W5 RUB OFF.' 
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PREPARATIONS WERE MADE FOR THE BIG 
(\ EVENT* THE ENTIRE POLICE FORCE, 
\ ) FIRE DEPARTMENT, ANP STREET 

I / CLEANERS ARE ON WAND IN CASE OF 

/ (EMERGENCIES/ 



r"K 



ClEAR THE ^sj' 

STREETS/... LAPV, \ 

PLEASE DISCONTINUE ) 

VOUR WINDOW 



STOP 




MODERN COMICS 







MODERN COMICS 







MODERN COMICS 




what Anight.' 
i ain't never 
seen rr rain 

LIKE THIS/ 



I 



N° 



w 



<N 



40 



JUST A LIGHT MIST.' 
WHILE WALKING HOME 
FROM ONE OF MY FAMOUS 
EXHIBITIONS OF PHYSICAL. 
iM CULTURE, THE RAIN BEAT 
AGAIN ST MY SEVENTY -TWO 
INCH CHEST--NOT EXPANDER -- 

SO HARP THAT... WELL, AS 
*- YOU SEE, I HAP TO ^ 
HAVE MY CLOTHES ) 
ALTERED/ J" 






7/ 



'. . ■ 






/'/. 



IT Y"T NOT AT ALL/ FROM MY 
^/•REMINDS J*/ DETECTIVE EXPERIENCES, 
/WF OF A 'S/ I KNOW A KILLER WOULD 

GOOV NIGHT A LFAVE A TRA,L 0P CLL, ES THAT / ,? 
FOR <. 7 A TWO-YEAR-OLP COULD 
M UJZPEJZJ) FOLLOW! INSIPE, WET 
FOOTPRINTS - OUTSIPE, 
FOOTPRINTS IN THE 
MUD/ 



? 



*yT-3 



~£y* 



■ ca*> * > ^ 



'./' 
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AW, SMAPPUF.' IT DIPMT 

hoit you t'see th^ 

MOVIE OVER AGAJW 
WITH A»E.' CALL A 
CAB OK I'LL 
GET 5CtAK£P/ 








PUGAN? 

i'p rather 
Croak 
than tell 

HIM 

ANYTHING.' 



f PU GAN7...OPBWT0K 21 ...] 

Qjcroen.,. U.S. SECRET. 
'.SERVICE... MURPEREP., 
/MAN... Pl/NN ANP 
WALNUT STREETS. 

CONTACT- WO«lClPI= 




UH.'.., HOWV 

HE KNOW 

THAT WAS 

Men 
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r 6UUY MUST KNOW A LOT OF 
THESE UNDERWORLD CHARACTER 
MAYBE HE'S THE GUY TD GET 
US OUT OF THIS/ HE COULD 
PROBABLY WALK IN AND 
ASK ROSIE TO COME 
TO HEADQUARTERS/, 



YOU'RE DOING fGET ROSIE AN' PUIL 
FINE.' BZ...MV 
NEXT MOVE IS 
...ER-WHATiS 
YOURS 7 





KMPF.' WHY, I'VE PULLED CUTTHROATS 

OUT OF THE CASBAH, CHINATOWN, AND 

WEIL'S KITCHEN.' AUNV A TRIGGER 

WAN HAS FROZEN IN HIS TRACKS 

AT MY SIGHT.' COME ON.' 
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I-I THOUSHT 1 1 / J VO! AN'THEV KNOWME.^f 
YOU K-KNEW -^/ TOO- EVER SINCE I WENT I 
THESE PEOPLE /J[ STRAIGHT.' EVERY RAT J 
HERE HAS BEEN x^X 
(SUNNING FOR. 
ME.' 



>y£ 






i 
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/ rosie-igotta 
<:ee you.' just 




-JUST gEFOKE ME 
WEHT TO TH' HOT SEAT 
-HE TOU> EV£KyTHIMG-' 

IT MEANS A FEPERAL, 
•RAP IF VOUIeE 
NA5BET?/ 



'•'■■ 



WHY, THAT FAT 
W£A5EL WAS JUST 
TRYING TO <5ET 
ME OUTA HERE/ 
AN' TO THINK. 
T FEU FOR 
IT/ 



3£ 



4^ 



* 



r 2 
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WBVF GOT TO WOBK PAST, 2J 
WlkGG! TMI5 SAWS EXPECTS 
US TO COME OUT WITTW 80MF- 
SO WE'LL GCTTHKOUGW? AM' 
BABY, IF VO U AS MUCH 

TAI^Stv) HE MCANS IT.' 

TUfC S»V MAVS£ 7MAT 

' inPfKAl REPORT 

AIN'T R6ACHet>T*5 

BURG VET- AND I 

CAN SKIP. 
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MURDERED, HUH? 
HEP/MAN JUST TOOK A 
SLEEPING PILL, SO'S HE 
COULD SLEEP THKOVGH A 
PICTURE HE'D SEEN BEFORE 
•■'EXCEPT IT DIDN'T HIT 
HIM TILL AFTER 7H' SHOW/ 
THEN HE MSI PASSED 
OUT OH TH' STREET.' 



VRAM/ AM' T ROILED HIM 
IN TH' BUSHES, SO'S NOBODY 
WOULD TRI P OVER H/M \ .. A 
NON-riASUM'yOV C 
FOR FAL$£ 'ARUeSTf 
C'MON, MOIM, LErS 
SCRAM. ' 



pugan; grab on 
to rosi6 aw herman 
--and set a loap 
of this federal 
report that just, 

CAME IN.' 




BEAT IT. HERMAN.' 
MU GGSIE TIPPED M£ 
OFF THAT 1WS WAS 
COMING.' WE'RE IN 
FOR A RAP ON THE 

nocKf 



/AHEM.»AND,GUlLy...I WISH YOU 
WOULDN'T TALK ME INTO THESE 
>THINGS.' Y'KNOW, IT WAS 
I DUGAM'S JOB ... EVEN THOUGH 
V WE COULDN'T HAVE HANDLED 
— '* AS WELL * 
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WHO'S BEEN MONKEYING WITH MY 
KAZOR? ALMOST CUT MYSELF 
TO DEATH/ 




HAVE YOU BEEN 
OPENING SARPI NE 
CANS WITH IT 
AGAIN? 



CERTAINLY 
NOT/ 





hmm. 1 no... you Still 
don't seem to show much, 

EVIDENCE OF NEEWNG 
A SHAVE/ 

NOT 
YET, 





l/OM,YES — I WAS 

GONNA TELL YOU 
DAD — I JUST 
COULDN'T STAND SEEING 
THAT POOR MUTT 
UOOKING--2 



--AS HOT AS I WAS <N THE 
SOUTH PAClPtcJ 





MWL 
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T EW KINGSLEY, pilot for the 
TACA Airways, tooled his big 
Lockheed over the dark-green Pe- 
ten jungle and looked for a plftce 
to set down It should he directly 
below, hut he couldn't see it. It 
had been ihere last week, he felt 
certain of that. Ho snapped on his 
radio and asked for Cullen, who 
had charge of ibis oul-of-lhe-way 
jungle station. 

"Flight 28 . . . Kingsley . , . 
to Cullen . . . come in!" 

Not a sound in the receiver. 

Kingsley tried it again, bank- 
ing in a sharp loop. 

Still no sound. 

Pilot Kingsley muttered under 
his breath, and gave the ship her 
nose. He'd fly on to Puerto Bar- 
rios, the shipping point for all 
the chicle produced in try's great 
jungle empire of Guatemala. 

As he flew, Kingsley wondered 
about Cullen and that station. 
What could be the matter. And 
where was the station? It was as 
if camouflage had been erected lo 
blot it out. As if the jungle had 
been given full reign for a month, 
which time would be long enough 
for it to reclaim its own. But he 
knew nothing like that could have 
taken place. 

"I don't get it," he said to him- 
self. 'Bronson, his co-pilot, was 
dozing, and didn't know what was 
going on. 

Bronson came out of the fog 
and sleepily uffaid what the score 
was. Kingsley told him. 

"You're bush-happy," said 
Bronson feelingly. "The flight's got 
you. It does some guys, you know 
—rocky guys," he added with a 
grin. 



Kingsley didn't respond to the 
joke. "I tell you, Bronson, some- 
thing's: happened back there. I'm 
worried." 

"I'm hungry," said Bronson, 
who was much younger. 

Then the engines began sput- 
tering. , 

Kingsley glanced at the fuel 
gauge and shouted, "Oh, my hat! 
We're running out of gas!" 

Both engines quit cold then. 

"Too low to bale out," said 
Kingsley with a strange quietness 
in his voice This was it, he knew 
it. You crash in the jungle and 
your chances for coming out were 
one in a million. He said, "Here 
she goes, buddy!" 

The tearing crash through those 
hundred-foot forest giants was 
only heard by the birds and 
monkeys and a slinking tiger that 
went speeding through the under- 
brush- as the big ship hit and 
shot earthward. 

An ominous silence settled over 
the jungle. 

It was the next day that the 
airline officials began worrying 
about Flight 28, with Kingsley 
and Bronson. Overdue ships in 
the bush service meant usually but 
one thing: crashed. Each plane 
carried food, water, medicine and 
other supplies for 30 days for two 
men. If they lived through the 
crash, they might conceivably get 
through, if they were not injured.. 
Records show that very few men 
have got out after a jungle crash. 

When four days went by without 
a word from the missing fliers, 
they were given up for lost and 
work went ahead. Several planes 



were sent out to look for Flight 
28, but, ag is true in most of such 
cases, they discovered nothing. 

Ed Robbins was construction 
super for TACA Airways, station- 
ed at Carmelila. When Flight 28 
didn't show up he began sending 
radio messages to headquarters. 
He was short of supplies. And 
there was a lot of chicle waiting 
for shipment on the plane. There 
was also a badly injured chiclero 
who had to be hospitalized with 
a broken leg and some cracked 
ribs. He had cut his own safety 
rope while tapping a sapota tree 
for its chicle, and had tumbled to 
the ground. 

"Where the devil is that plane?" 
Ed asked one of the chiclero boss- 
es. 

"Mebbe she go down, senor," 
replied the native. 

"Mebbe," said Ed. 

This was the beginning of a 
reign of terror that flamed through 
the jungle for several weeks fol- 
lowing the disappearance of King- 
sley's plane. First one, then anoth- 
er of the chicleros would fall from 
their trees. Not from any ap- 
parent cause. They would com- 
plain of dizziness, or feeling sick. 

A fer-de-lance, one of the most 
deadly of all serpents, bit two men 
in their bodega one dawn. Both 
died. They slept in hammocks, as 
de all the natives, with mosquito 
netting draped around their hunks 
each night to keep off the vo- 
racious insects. Just how the 
snake had bitten both men, Ed 
couldn't figure out. And that 
struck terror in the hearts of the 
other chicleros. 



These natives are supposedly 
devout Christians, but it takes lit- 
tle for them to revert to voodoo, 
of which their Carib and Indian 
ancestors make much. 

Ed knew that'troublc was brew- 
ing, but he didn't know what; and 
he couldn't see a way out. The 
chicle had to be gathered, so peo- 
ple the world over would have 
chewing gum. But the chieleros 
were frightened. 

CuIIen, whose name was not 
Cullen, skulked through the drip- 
ping jungle and set his traps. He 
had a perfectly feasible plan cook- 
ing in his evil brain. With great 
skill he had covered the landing 
field with a neat camouflage, so 
the plane couldn't land, thus run- 
ning it short of gas since his was 
an important refueling station. 

It was the beginning of the 
chicle-gathering season, so no 
chieleros were as yet arrived at 
his station. If he could arrange 
matters to his liking before they 
came, everything would be swell, 
and those who were paying him 
for his murderous work would be 
happy. He had been promised a 
large bonus if things went off 
well. 

The rains had not come in their 
full strength as yet, so Cullen set 
a great bush fire one evening 
where it would do the most good 
— close to the stored chicle at 
Carmelita. The flames caught and 
spread in a hurry. They quickly 
surrounded a collection of native 
bodegas, and the screaming chie- 
leros, caught in the fire, went tear- 
ing off into the jungle, certain 
that black gods of voodoo were 
angry. 

It was all too evident to Ed 
and various officials of the TACA 
and chicle companies, what was 
afoot. Someone wauled to slam* 
pede the natives from this rich 
chicle region, so that they might 
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take over themselves. The evil 
stunt was working out, and the 
perpetrators did not seem to care 
whether murder resulted. 

The general manager of the air- 
line swooped down on the Car- 
melita landing field one afternoon. 
He was angry. What was going 
on? Why were these things oc- 
curing? Why wasn't the chicle 
being gathered, and shipped? 

"It isn't being gathered," said 
Ed, "because the chieleros are run- 
ning for their lives. Someone js 
at some mighty dirty skulldug- 
gery, sir." 

"Someone. Who?" 
"That I don't know," Ed told 
him. "But if you'll give me leave 
I'll try to find out. It's someone 
not far away from here." 

"You have my permission," the 
manager said. "And good luck!" 
Ed hadn't seen Cullen in some 
weeks; he didn't care much for 
the taciturn Cullen, and so didn't 
visit at his station. But he had a 
strange presentment that Cullen 
might be behind all the trouble. 
It was 45 kilometers to Cullen's 
station from Carmelita — a long 
ride on a little bush mule. But 
there was nothing else to do. Ed 
started out. 

His first surprise was finding 
the landing field at Cullen's sta- 
tion camouflaged with greenery 
of all sorts. And then he knew why 
the Kingsley-Bronson ship had 
run out of gas and crashed. 

"So it is that dirty rat, after 
all," he said. 

There were- no natives in the 
vicinity, so Ed had to dig up his 
own clues. 

Cullen's bodega was empty, so 
Ed knew he had flown. But where? 
Of course! Cullen was back of 
the fire: — back of the whole crafty 
scheme to frighten the native* 
away. He would then be headed 
east and north. No telling what 



deviltry he was up to even now! 
Ed didn't deceive himself that 
he might be up against a long, 
terrible search. The Peten is a vast 
jungle, fully as large as Connecti- 
cut, Massachusetts and Delaware 
combined. Its sole industry is 
cbicle, and it produces nearly the 
total world's supply, from which 
chewing gum is made. A fellow 
could get lost there and wander 
forever . . . 

Ed hurriedly rode back to Car- 
melita, his own station, to find 
that nothing untoward had oc- 
curred in that region further. 
Some of the chieleros had come 
back, over their first fright; but 
more than half of them were un- 
accounted for. He picked up ru- 
mors, however, that Cullen had 
been busy in other regions. And 
a terror of evil swept over the 
whole Peten. 

He set out one morning toward 
the northeast, from which direc- 
tion had come the rumors. He 
rode and camped for nearly a 
week. Then he came upon a 
strange sight. A man dangled high 
above the trail, a thick vine wrap- 
ped around his neck. The man's 
face was almost unrecognizable, 
but Ed made out the features of 
Cullen. 

At first he thought some of the 
natives had taken the law into 
their own hands; but he discarded 
this theory when he discovered 
that the vine was attached to a 
devil tree, one of those rare but 
evil growths found in some jun- 
gles. 

He hurled a root at the thick 
mass of vines and instantly a long 
tendril whipped out, clutching, 
writhing like a snake, and with- 
drawing into itself. 

"Good gosh!" said Ed. "So 
that's what got him! Well, I sup- 
pose it served the poor devil right. 
But — jungle justice!" 
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IT MUST BE SWELL IP YOU CAN DO IT-> 
BUT WHAT IF YOU GET OUT THERE 

««. *& ON THE STAGE 

IT'S VERY Sf-MPLE^^sy ANt?CAVT 
-JUST PULL THIS lil LAUGH ' 
STRING! 



1) 







THIS IS CHOO CHOO'S BIG 
BREAK/ I'M SURE SHE'lL 
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'WITH these HORRIBLE SCENES OFI?REAPFUL>v( 



PeSTRUCTION ALL AEOUNP YOU, WHY DO YOU 
LAUGN7... WHY DO YOU LAUGH? 
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MY. MY, WHAT GROAN 
SUCH EXPRESSION 
WAS PUKE ARTISTRY, 




OH, DEAR/ 




I'M LICKED.' VWOULD YOl/MINP 
BEATEN.' I ) TELLING WE WHY 
COULPN'T>( YOU SIT AJfOUNP 

ANOTHER 
9TEP/ 





PEFINITELY/ BUT WHAT VO\ 
YOU KNOW ABOUT THE 
RULES OP THE MAT? _, 
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OW.I NEVER FOLLOW \fOOOPNESS, THAT IS AGAINST 
RULES.' JUSTGIVEME 
A PACT I CAN SINK MY A LET ' 
TEETH INTO.' 




—■"■-"■ 


.'/ YOU WERE IN FINE 










-\af voice today, 

_ v/v^ELLS WORTH / > 








/ /THANK YOU, W| 
/ ^PROFESSOR'/ Y\ 


/ 


f ? "%< fy?0^ 


<^ 


.5/ 






I »>' -5A [ fl fife 


f. 


1 












'^^^^ 






^ V 




•a ^1 IPvSt 
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THIS MUST BE 
A FINE PRAMA.' 
WHAT'S THE 
TITLE? 





^W 


J' DID I DO IT > 
VKISHTJ^/ 


^/4r 


Oil 


rl 


«^j 


8laL 


^js Mil 




x>r£v '/ 


jk 


— i^^ *-ir- 




* "^w 




/o> y^ 
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£<5ULPc SCWFTHING M 
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HELLO, MP- STOOGENT.' 
WHAT kIND OF 
PART DO X 
HAVE" 




OH, NO, YOU 
PONT.' MOBOpy'5 
GOING TO 
TORTURE 
/ 




THE NERVE OF THAT Y BUT, CHOO CHOO, ALL HE, 
SUV- GOING TO <^t WANtePTOPOWAS 
MAUeMECZV.') > HOLD AN ONION 
THE BRUTE.' 7 ( UNOEKYOUR 
HOSE' 





'GET OUT OF HERE/ \ 
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A 



Private DOGTAG at last becomes a civilian and it's hard to tell 
■which is happier ahout it — he or the Army.' 
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HEY, SAKSE, >-H. WHY. THAT MO-GOOD. DIM- 
PKIVATE POCTAG WAS ] WITTED, GOLD- BRICKING 
SUPPOSED TO POLICE / EXCUSE FOR A SOLDIER/, 
THIS LAWN ,.. ANP /l'lL MAKE T! 

JUST LOOK If HIM PICK IT V^Vj^-* ] 

iCk- AT it -' -J ALL UP w,TH '■ ^ 
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mVATB 





YOU'LL WORK ON THAT LAWN V* 
UNTIL IT'S CLEAN ENOUGH ' 
TO EAT OFF'N / 







And so, Dogfcag 
begins lis life 
as a civilian.... 



I THAT TOOK ALMOST) 
[AUMV POUCH -BUT* 

WHAT'S POUSH 
[ COMPARE P TO 
BECOMING A 
CIVILIAN 

A6AIN r fcc 

Vf OUR 

SNOWSHOS 
'8006ANS' 




M 
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who wants 
to hear about 
k.p.t tell us 
about the time 
vdu capture? 
those thirty, 

JAPS7 







= _XWELL, I HAPPEN \_ 
H TO HAVE DONE IT.' \* 

V CARE TO CALL ME I 
=±^__ A LIAR ?^>= 








1 1 




iJfr-fTv ^T \ * ~Vnl •" 


i 

1 ■■'«** 


Hi 


1 
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